talking to the other customers - talking, indeed, with some animation, perorating.
" He's mad - stark, staring mad 1 What the devil is he talking to them about ? "
Quinette wanted to attract Leheudry's attention without entering the cafe. But Leheudry was one of those fellows ^with feeble eyes who can never rise to the height of an emergency. He was not diinking about Quinette. He was thinking, alas, about whatever he was saying,
What was the best thing to do ? Wait at the corner, or go into the cafe and be done with it ? One way or the other, the risk of being noticed, and therefore recognised afterwards, was about the same.
Having thought it over, Quinette went into the caf<£, but by the door furthest away from the counter. He went and sat down at a table in a corner. If Leheudry turned his head a little, he was bound to see him.
The proprietor, standing behind the counter, noticed the new customer. He shouted to the waiter : " fimile ! " and pointed to the corner of the room where Quinette was sitting. Leheudry automatically followed the gesture with his eyes. He gave a slight start of surprise and stopped talking, looking rather sheepish; but he controlled himself well enough for the people around him not to notice anything.
" So that's over 1 " sighed Quinette; " and not so bad, either.'*
He ordered coffee, which he paid for at once. He drank it rapidly. Then he got up, pushing back his chair noisily, with a slight cough. Anyway, Leheudry had not taken his eyes off him.
Once outside, Quinette walked slowly* Before he left the corner, he had made sure that Leheudry was getting, ready to follow him..
c< Where shall we go ? " the bookbinder pondered. " His place ? That would be the simplest thing. But that old woman annoys me. I would rather she did not see me again. There's the church.... Well, why not the church ? **

